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But they are Welsh in a moment directly they fall
into their mother tongue. This they use with un-
affected proficiency to each other or in greeting some
other compatriot. Miss Megan was bound to be a
famous woman. Her father took her into a kind of
political partnership in her childhood. In the turbu-
lent days before the War when in Conservative eyes
he was the arch-villain of a piratical Government he
said of her with fond rhetoric, "Whatever my oppon-
ents do to me here is my garrison." And Megan
no doubt beamed up at him like a happy elf.
She can still look up to him. Stocky though he is, his
daughter is still shorter. The size of Gwilym is bio-
logically unaccountable. His sister has a quicker wit
and a more acid tongue. A story was current that
when as a child she was canvassing in Carnarvon
Boroughs she put to an elector the customary leading
question, " You'll vote for my father, won't you?" He
answered,"Yes, indeed I will, but you must give me a
kiss first." " Oh dear, no!" piped Megan, " that would
be bribery and corruption." Her voice has a rare
quality. Its tones ring out clearly and concisely.
While many women in public life bellow, whine or
mewl, Miss Lloyd George does none of these things.
Her beautiful neat voice is too rarely lifted in public;
when she speaks or broadcasts her words sound
almost in the brusque manner common among women
:>f the governing classes. But she is the reverse of a
snob. Like her father she can enjoy laughing at
herself. In his house she lives. Small wonder if she
prefers such blessed singularity to matrimony with
lomeone who might be solemn or stupid or selfish.
These then are two more priceless personal assets
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